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Summary:
Andrew uses Ashley's mouth as an ashtray.
Ashley loves it because she's Ashley.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
It was Monday or something.

That was, truthfully, all that Andrew knew. Either it was Monday, or it was Something. It was the only answer he received after today’s drop-off. The warden wasn’t particularly chatty today.

I’m in a shittier mood than you are, pal, he thought, looking the pack of cigarettes over in his hand. He found the fattest and juiciest-looking one in the entire pack and put it to his lips. One lighter-flick later, and breakfast was served.

He tried not to smoke inside too much, especially with Leyley Ashley up and about. Between the smell of cleaning products and the familiar scenes in their rented movies, her days were pleasantly occupied. Pleasantly enough, Andrew supposed. Re-watching rented crap and tidying the house was leagues better than jumping to their deaths, anyway.

Though it’s getting more tempting by the day…

He gazed out from their fourth-floor balcony and contemplated jumping again.

It suddenly occurred to him that, if they aimed well enough, then perhaps they could toss a mattress or two in just the right spot…

…then maybe we can… fall on them?

No. They might not go splat, but they’d undoubtedly break their necks trying to pull a stunt like that. In fact, they might break their legs or their spines; end up as vegetables writhing and baking beside the building. What then? Would the wardens put them out of their misery or leave them to rot in the sun?

God, what a pain in the ass…

There was a sudden shuffle behind him, and in came Ashley. She smiled when she saw him, and Andrew rolled his eyes despite his furtive elation. The greyscale ebbed away as soon as she came into his line of sight. Color bled into his eyes, and everything seemed just slightly better.

That was, of course, until sister dearest started talking.

“Hey,” she said.

“What?” he asked.

“Hey. Andy.”

He already hated where this was going. “What do you want?”

“Hey~ Andyyyyyy~”

“What?!” He knew his nostrils were flaring. “What do you want?”

“ANDY!” She screamed, letting her voice carry out beyond the apartment complex. Andrew gritted his teeth, even as his little sister snickered.

“What the hell is your problem?” he asked. “What are you yelling for?”

“Andy!” Ashley pouted, and she held a hand up to her own ample chest. The chest that Andrew was definitely not looking at. “I’m so bored I want to shoot myself!”

“That’s a genuine pity,” said Andrew, who suddenly started wondering just where in their shared apartment he left his last fuck to give. “Find a gun and do it.”

“You should ask the warden for a gun,” said Ashley, all smiles. “If we tell him it’s for a double-suicide, maybe he’ll let us have it! It’s one less apartment for him to check, right?”

“You know that’s not going to work,” said Andrew.

“But you never know until you try!”

“Yes. I do. You wanna know why I know that?”

Ashley sighed. “Why.”

“Because,” said Andrew, “if we shoot ourselves in the head, then it won’t look like a natural death, right? They don’t want us doing something like that, and especially not with their own fucking gun!”

Ashley hissed. “Fuck you, Andrew. Fuck you and the warden!”

“Fuck me?” Andrew glowered at her, even if she was eating it all up. “Fuck you!”

“Fuck me?!” Ashley gasped. Then she pointed a finger right at her older brother’s face. “Fuck you!”

“This is stupid,” he says suddenly, and he turns his gaze back to the beyond. “I don’t need this right now, okay? Just go drown in the shower or something.”

“You would be SO SAD if I died! SO SAD!”

“I’d get over it,” he lied.

“No, you wouldn’t!” For some reason, that got a rise out of her. “You definitely wouldn’t! If I died TOMORROW, you’d cry like a bitch and throw yourself off the balcony!”

“I’d tell the warden you died,” Andrew suggested.

“Yeah? And then what?” Like the flip of a switch, she was back to that manic grin of hers. The one that made the hairs on Andrew’s neck rise with fear.

Fear and maybe something else.

“You gonna invite the warden in here, huh? You gonna live with him instead? Are you gay, Andy?”

“I’m—you know I’m not gay!” Andrew yelled. “And so what if I was? It’s the current year; there’s nothing wrong with being gay!”

Ashley giggled suddenly. “You think our neighbor’s thinking, like, ‘God, what the fuck are those idiots talking about?’”

“It wouldn’t surprise me,” said Andrew, “on account of your big fucking mouth.”

Ashley licked her lips and waggled her eyebrows. “Oh, keep talking about my mouth, big brother. Talk slowly…”

He sighed. “Ashley.”

“Slower, baby… real slow-like,” she taunted. “I’m so bored, I’ll do anything…”

Andrew tilted the scales by blowing cigarette smoke in her face. Ashley started coughing immediately; she screwed her eyes shut and waved the smoke from the space between them, red-faced and fuming.

“What the fuck, Andrew?” She coughed, her slender frame shaking as she did so. “I told you not to do that!”

“Yeah, well, I told you to stop being annoying as fuck,” he shot back. “So it looks like we’re both not getting what we want.”

To his surprise, the cigarette pack was abruptly taken from his grasp. Ashley grinned evilly as she held it away from a very pissed-off, very cute-looking older brother. Every time he swiped to get it back, she was just a bit faster than him. Every time he flailed and cursed, she would dip away and dodge with awe-inspiring finesse.

“God damn it, Ashley!” Andrew roared. “Give me the fucking cigarettes!”

“Nope~!” Ashley cackled. “No more of this shit, Andrew! You’re going to get lung cancer at, what, twenty-two? I can’t let you die in such a sad, stupid way!”

“Wait!” Andrew cried out. “Don’t!”

But it was too late. As soon as he saw Ashley rear back for a throw, he knew he was doomed. The cigarette pack left her palm; an overhead throw right off the balcony. For a moment, but only for a moment, he considered jumping out after it.

But where would Ashley be if he did that? Where would Ashley be if he jumped to his death after a stupid pack of cigarettes? Instead, he watched the pack go over the partition and fall from his life, just like all his hopes and dreams. All sound was muted before the pack hit the ground with an unceremonious thud.

Then, when all sound returned, he could hear Ashley cackling like a maniac.

“Ha! HAHAHAHA! You should see the look on your stupid face!” Her smile was almost too large for her face; all teeth. “That’s what you fucking GET for smoking that shit! And by the way, it’s not even a good brand! What,” she mused, “did the warden stick his cock through the mail slot and have you jerk him off for such a gross—!”

His hands were around her neck.

It happened so quickly that it surprised him, too. Even so, Andrew didn’t stop. He felt his fingers clench around Ashley’s neck, and her purple eyes went wide with fear.

Fear and maybe something else.

“A-Andy?” asked Ashley, giving him a wobbly, uneasy smile. “What do you think you’re…?”

“That was my last pack,” he said simply.

“Good,” she shot back. “You should quit, you know…”

“Don’t tell me what to fucking do, Ashley.”

“Ooh, someone’s mad… and mad for what? Mad that I’m looking out for my brother?” she tried, licking her lips. “Cancer’s no joke, you know…”

“Ashley, you’re fucking cancer.”

“Ouch. What are you gonna do to me, then? You gonna cut this cancer out of your life, Andy? You gonna excise me like a tumor? Gonna carve me out? Gonna burn me out?” She taunted, wiggling her body as she spoke. “You wanna burn me till I’m shriveled up and—?”

“Not a bad idea,” said Andrew. “Let’s try it.”

Ashley’s face fell. “Huh?”

One hand left her neck and squeezes against her cheek. Ashley clenched her eyes shut, and a noise of pain escaped her. When she opened her eyes again, she saw Andrew was holding her face and scowling.

“Open your fucking mouth,” he ordered.

“Why don’t you make me?” she teased, waggling her eyebrows. “Do something, bitch.”

“Fine. Whatever.”

His apathetic tone frustrated her more than being manhandled. Even so, Ashley felt a strange mixture of helplessness and amusement, given the situation. Upon reflection, their relationship seemed to be characterized by a unique blend of helplessness and amusement, didn’t it?

He manhandled her, alright. Andrew forced his fingers into her mouth, and she gagged. In the next moment, he was pinching her tongue between his hard fingers, and he held the cigarette in his opposite hand.

Finally, it dawned on her—what he was going to do to her.

She didn’t fight it. Honestly, she wanted to see where this went. She was that bored—bored and maybe something else.

“Don’t fucking close your eyes, either,” said Andrew. “I want you to watch me do this to you.”

And she does. God, does she ever watch this happen.

Andrew took the cigarette and snuffed it out on Ashley’s little tongue. And she whimpered. The beast actually whimpered when this happened to her.

It’s not a sound that Andrew’s heard before. Certainly not from Ashley, of all things.

But he didn’t stop. He dipped the cigarette against the flat wetness of her cool tongue, burning her for a second time. She whimpered again, and tears were pricking at her eyes.

“Aah!” Ashley wiggled in his grasp, and she reached up to grab Andrew’s wrists. He wasn’t letting up. He was pissed.

“Don’t bother,” he told her. “This is the least of what you deserve…”

Maybe he was right. Maybe she could break free, anyway. Even so, she doesn’t. She stayed put as Andrew handled her like an ashtray, dipping the burning cigarette against her tongue for a third time, leaving a third painful burn against the smoothness of her wicked little tongue. Andrew could see it, but Ashley could only guess what it looked like. Three dark spots on her tongue; three little blisters of pain and love; true love.

Tears steamed down Ashley’s face. Andrew almost stopped right then and there, but it’s not enough. Not quite.

“Shouldn’t have pissed me off,” he whispered, trying to sound tough. It almost worked. Ashley couldn’t remember the last time she was this wet.

Even as the tears obscured her view of the most important thing in the world to her, Andrew was just finishing up. He broke the cigarette off at the filter, crushing it down against his little sister’s precious, poisonous tongue—ash and all. He held up her face and toyed with her shining lips, watching her struggle to swallow the mess he made in her mouth.

“Go ahead,” he dared. “Swallow it, you little…”

There’s a hint of a smile despite it all, as if to ask, little what? As if to say, finish it. What were you going to call me, brother?

Ashley closed her hot mouth. Her cheeks were stained with tears, and she sniffled as she, too, tried to act tough. She gulped big brother’s mess.

“Now lemme see,” he told her—and like a good girl, she showed him.

“Aaahhhh…”

She swallowed it all. The broken cigarette, the ashes, they were gone. Her tongue burned and ached like hell, but now Andrew was grinning—especially given how burned and bruised her tongue looked, dark with ash and cigarette residue. She sniffled again, then realized she was drooling.

From both pairs of lips.

“Did you learn your lesson?” asked Andrew.

Ashley panted like a dog. One that couldn’t be tamed. She slipped her ruined tongue back into her mouth, and she batted her eyelashes at brother dearest.

“No,” she said, dreamily.